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Chorus of CAN AANITERS. 


DEBORAH, 


DE B OR A H, 


A N 


CCC 


O R 


SACRED DRAM A. 


ODEEDEDDEDPEDPEDELDPED OED PO EDEDEEE ES SD 


PART * 
GRAND CHORUS. 


MMORTAL Lord of Earth and Skies, 
Whoſe Wonders all around us riſe; 
Whoſe Anger when-it awful glows, 

To ſwift Perdition dooms thy Foes : 

O grant a Leader to our Hoſt, 

Whoſe Name, with Honour, we may boaſt 3 

Whoſe Conduct may our Cauſe maintain, 

And break our proud Oppreſſors Chain. 


: RECITATIV E. —— DEBORAH, 
O Barax, favour'd of the Skies! 

O Son of ABinoam riſe ! 

Heaven, by thy Arm, his People ſaves, 

And dooms our Tyrants for our Slaves. 


A RECITATIVE. 
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RECITATIV E. — BARAK. 
O DrBorAH ! with wiſe Prediction bleſs'd, 
To whom Futurity ſtands forth confeſs'd, 
Will Heaven on me a Gift ſo great beſtow, 
And grace the meaneſt of his Servants fo ! 


DUET. — BARAK. 
Where do thy Ardours raiſe me ! 
How ſhall I ſoar to Fame ! 
Shall then my Conduct praiſe me, 
And thus adorn my Name ! 


— — DEBORAH. 


Truſt in the Gos that fires thee, 
To vindicate his Laws; 

Act now, as he inſpires thee, 
Thou ſhalt revive our Cauſe, 


CHORUS. 


Forbear thy Doubts! to Arms! away! 
Thy Gop commands, do thou obey. 


RECITATIVE, BARAk. 
Since Heaven has thus its Will expreſs'd, 
Submiſſion, now, becomes me belt : 
But, ere we ſtand in Arms array'd, 
O Propheteſs, implore his Aid! 
And let uniting Jupan join, 
To ſupplicate the Power Divine. 


CH 02:06 


For ever, to the Voice of Prayer, 
Jr nova lends a gracious Ear. 


The INVOCATION. 
By that adorable Decree, 
That Chaos cloath'd with Symmetry 3 
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By that reſiſtleſs Power that made 
Refulgent Brightneſs ſtart from Shade; 
That ſtill'd contending Atoms Sttiſe, 
And ſpoke Creation into Life; 

O thou, ſupreme, tranſcendent Lord! 
Thy Succours to our Cries accord! 


© 83. 0:0 U.S. 


Oh, hear thy lowly Servants Prayer! 
And grant them thy propitious Care ! 


RECITATIVE. — DEBORAH. 
Ye Sons of Is A EL, ceaſe your Fears; 
Jr nova your Petition hears : 
The impious Chief of Ca xAAx's Hoſt, 
Who made our Fall his daring Boaſt, 
Shall periſh on the Crimſon Sand, 
Ignobly by a Woman's Hand. 


C HO R. US. 
O blaſt with thy tremendous Brow, 
The Tyrants that inſult us now. 


RECITATIVE. — BARAKX, 


To whomſoe'er his Fate the Tyrant owes, 
My Breaſt no Pangs of pining Envy knows. 
Thy lovely Sex, O DEBORAU! ma claim 
Equal Prerogative with Man in Fame : 

And none, but ſavage Breaſts alone, 

Their charming Merit can diſown. 


a3: 
How lovely is the blooming Fair, 
Whoſe Beauty Virtue's Laws refine ! 
She well may claim our ſofteſt Care, 


For ſure ſhe almoſt ſeems divine. 


RECITATIVE, 
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RECITATIVE. Jazr. 


O DrBoRAH ! where e'er I turn my Eyes, 
Grim Scenes of War in all their Horrors riſe. 


O grant me! in my green Retreat, 
Where Solitude has fix'd her Seat, 
To live in Peace, ſequeſter'd far 
From dire Alarms and ſanguine War. 


RECITATIVE. 


Hear me then, JatL ! let no Fear 

Of proud Hoſtility thy Peace impair : 
For Heaven has made thee its peculiar Care, 
Thy Virtue, ere the Cloſe of Day, 

Shall ſhine with ſuch a bright Diſplay, 
That thou ſhalt be, by all confeſs'd 

Thy Sex's Pride divinely bleſs'd. 


A: IX. 
Choirs of Angels all-around thee, 
Leſt Oppreſſion ſhould confound thee, 
Watchful wait in radiant Throngs : 
Jupan's GOD array'd in Splendor, 
Deigns to be thy great Defender, 
From all meditated Wrongs. 


RECITATIVE. 


My Tranſports are too great to tell ; 

On the dear Theme I could for ever dwell, 
GOD does not only condeſcend 

My Life, from Danger, to defend, 

But keeps for me ſuch Joys in ſtore, 
Ambition could not ask for more. 


4 1 
To joy he brightens my Deſpair, 
No riſing Pangs my Peace controul; 


JAEL, 


— — 


DEBORAH. 


He 


1 
He guards me, with a Father's Care, 
And pours his Mercies on my Soul. 


RE CITATIVE. ABIxGAM. 
BARAK, my Son, the joyful Sound 
Of Acclamations all around, 
Gives me to know the glorious Weight of Cares, 
GOD for thy Fortitude prepares, 
Swift may thy Virtue JuDan's Hopes outrun, 
And make thy Father boaſt of ſuch a Son. 


K 1 X. 
Awake the Ardour of thy Breaſt, 
For Victory, or Death, prepare; 
Let all thy Virtue ſhine confeſs'd, 
And leave the reſt to Heaven's Care: 
Should Conqueſt crown thee in the Field, 
Be humble; or, if Death's thy Doom, 
Thy Life with Reſignation yield, 
And Crowds will eavy thee thy Tomb. 


RECITATIVE. BARAk, 
I go, where Heaven and Duty call, 
Prepar'd to conquer or to fall, 
A IR. 
All Dangers diſdaining, 
For Battle I glow : 
Thy Glory maintaining, 
Ill ruſh on the Foe : 
Though Death all around me, 
Stalks dreadfully pale, 
No Fear ſhall confound me, 
My Cauſe ſhall prevail, 


CHORUS. 
Let thy Deeds be glorious, 
And thy Hand victorious. 


HERALD 


(8) 
HERALD from SISERA, 
RECITATIVEX. 
My Charge is to declare 
From Sis RA, a Name renown'd in War, 
That he with Indignation knows, 
How you preſume to be his Foes : 
Yet ſuch Compaſſion in his Boſom reigns, 
That ere he galls you with redoubled Chains, 
He condeſcends to offer theſe your Chiefs 
An Interview, that he may learn your Griefs; 
And the ſad Waſte of human Blood to ſave, 
Will grant you all that Slaves may dare to crave, 


RECITATIV E. BARAR. 


Proud Infidel ! Go, let the Boaſter hear, 
He breathes no Wrath we condeſcend to fear : 
Tell him, beſides, that JuDan now prepares 
For Interview, or Battle, as he dares ! 


RECITATIES Droga. 


Let him approach pacifick, or in Rage; 
We in the Cauſe of Liberty engage: 


RE CITATIVE. BARAR. 


Whilſt that bright Motive in our Boſoms glows 
We dread no Menace, and we ſhun no Foes, 


CHORUS. 


Deſpair all around them, 
Shall ſwiftly confound them, 
Whilſt Tranſports of Joy, 
Our Praiſe ſhall employ. 


Hallelujah. 
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PART SECOND 
CHORUS of Isratitrtts. 
E E the proud Chief advances now, 
With ſullen March and gloomy Brow 2 
Jacos, ariſe ! aſſert thy GOD ! 
And ſcorn Oppreſſion's Iron Rod! 


RECITATIVE. SISERA, 
That here rebellious Arms I ſee, 
Proud DEBORAH, procceds from thee ! 
But wouldſt thou, yet, thy vain Ambition ceaſe, 
Whilſt our affronted Mercy offers Peace, | 
Bow down ſubmiſſive, ere th' impending Blow 
Lays thee and all thy loſt Aſſociates low, 


. 
At my Feet extended low, 
Favour by thy Tears engage: 
Or thou ſoon ſhalt, trembling, now, 
Slighted Mercy turns to Rage. 


RECITATIVE. -—— DEBORAH. 
Go frown, Barbarian, where thou art fear'd ! 
None, but our GOD, is here rever'd ; 
Our Breaſts his Inſpiration warms, 
To vindicate our Cauſe by Arms: 
And, to thy Ruin, thou ſhalt know 
What 'tis to find that GOD thy Foe, 


AX. 
In Jenovan's awful Sight, 
Haughty Tyrants are but Duſt : 
Thoſe, who glory in their Might, 
Place in Vanity their Truſt, 
RECITATIVE. SISERA, 


Yes, how your GOD in Wonders can excel, 


Your low Captivity demonſtrates well. 
B A1R. 


N 7 
_ i 
k . 
4 \ 
— 


1 


1 
Whilſt you boaſt the wond'rous Story, 
Of your GOD's tranſcendent Glory, 
Has he freed you from our Chain ? 


Think, O think, to your Confuſion; 
All you truſt in is Illuſion, 


All your flattering Hopes are vain ! 


* 


AIX BARAK. 
Impious Mortal, ceaſe to brave us, 
Great JEHovan ſoon will ſave us, 
And his Time we wait with Pleaſure : 
All his People he'll defend, 
And on their Oppreſſors ſend 
Plagues and Vengeance without Meaſure, 


RECITATIV E. CANAANITE? 


Behold the Nations all around, 

What GOD like BAAl is renown'd ? 

To him your ſtubborn Tribes would bow, 
Did but the Slaves their Duty know, 


CHORUS of Cax AAN ITES. 


O BAAL! Monarch of the Skies ! 

To whom unnumber'd Temples riſe ! 

From thee the Sun, immenſely bright, 
Received his radiant Robes of Light: 

By thee with Stars the Heavens glow, 

The Ocean ſwells, and Rivers flow ; 

The Vales with Verdure are array'd, 

The Flowers perfume, the Thickets ſhade ; 
And 'tis, by the Event, confeſs'd 

Thy Votaries alone are bleſs'd. 


RECTTAT.EYVE:; ISRAELITE. 
No more! ye Inſidels, no more! 
Falſe is the God whom ye adore 3 - 


A dull, 


CFP 


A dull, brute Idol, whoſe deteſted Shrine, 1M 
None, but ſuch Wretches, can believe divine. | 


CHORUS of IsrarLiTEs, 
Lord of Eternity! who haſt in ſtore 
Plagues for the Proud, and Mercy for the Poor: 
Look down! look down! from thy eeleſtial Throne, 
And let the Terrors of thy Wrath be known! 
Plead thy juſt Cauſe, thy awful Pow'r diſcloſe, 
Avenge thy Servants, and confound their Foes ! 


RECITATIVE. DEBORAH- 
By his great Name, and his alone, [To S1sERA, &c. 
Whoſe Deity ye dare diſown, 
Whoſe kindled Wrath ye ſoon ſhall know, 
Will prove him a tremendous Foe, 
Fly, I conjure ye, from this Place, 
Too ſacred for a Throng lo baſe ! 


RECITATIVE:; SISEPRA, 
We go, but ye ſhall quickly mourn, 
In Tears of Blood, our dire Return. 


RECITATIVE. BARAK, 
Great Propheteſs! my Soul's on Fire, 
To execute the Ardours you infpire ; 
O that the Fight were now begun ! 
My Father ſhould not bluſh to call me Son. 


. 
In the Battle Fame purſuing, 
We'll with Slaughter float the Plains 
And our Tyrants, low in Ruin, 
coon ſhall wear their Captives Chains, 


RECITATIVE. ABINOAM, 
Thy Ardours warm the Winter of my Ape, 
Its Weakneſs ſtrengthen, and its Pains aſſwage. 


And 
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( 12 ) 
And well doſt thou our impious Foes deride : 
Juſtice is thine, and GOD is on thy Side. 


A N. 
Swift Inundation 
Of Deſolation, 
Pour on the Nation 
Of JuDan's Foes. 
Can Fame delight thee ? 
Can Heaven incite thee ? 
They now invite thee 
To end our Woes. 


RECITATIVE. —— ISRAELITE, | 
Oh JuDan, with what Joy I fee 
The Bleſſings Heaven reſerves for thee ! 


A: 
No more diſconſolate, I'll mourn, 
No more ſad Sackcloth wear ; 
From Chains to Freedom we return, 
To Tranſports from Deſpair. 


RECITATIVE. — DEBORAH, 
Now, Jar, to thy Tent retire, 
Our Boſoms for the Battle fire: 
But know thy Solitude will thee ſupply, 
With Glory that ſhall never die, 


. 
O the Pleaſure my Soul is poſſeſſing 
At the Proſpect of Mercies ſo dear! 
May my Boſom be ever expreſling, 
With what Rapture my GOD I revere ! 


RECITATIVE. 
BaRAk, we now to Battle go, 
And ruſh with Ruin on the Foe. 


DUET. 


V - um 
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DEBORAH, 
Smiling Freedom, lovely Gueſt, 


Balmy Source of ſofteſt Joy, 
Mortals, by thy Aid, are bleſt 


With ſuch Charms as never cloy. 


DUET. 


BARAK, 

Thy dear Preſence to obtain 
(Sweetly ſoothing every Care) 
Who would dread the hoſtile Plain! 
Who each Danger would not dare ! 


CHORUS. 
The great King of Kings will aid us to Day, 
His Praifes let all with Tranſport diſplay. 
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PANT IAN D. 
A grand Military SympHONY. 
CHORUS of L.A. 
OW the proud inſulting Foe, 
Poſtrate in the Duſt lies low : 
Broken Chariots, Hills of Slain, 
Load the wide extended Plain, 


RECITATIVE. JAEL. 
The haughty Foe, whoſe Pride to Heaven did ſoar, 
Is fall'n, is fall'n, and Caxaan is no more. 


AIX. 
Now ſweetly ſmelling Peace deſcends, 
And waves her downy Wings; 
Each Bleſſing in her Train attends, 
Each Joy around her ſprings. 


RE CIT ATIVE. 


ABIN GAM. 


My Prayers are heard, the Bleſſings of this Day, 
All my paſt Cares and Anguiſh well repay. 


The 


The Soldiers to each other tell, 


My Bax Ax has perform'd his Duty well. 


BARAK. 
My honour'd Father! 


ABIxGAM. 
O my Son! my Son! 
Well has thy Youth the Race of Honour run. 


1 
Tears, ſuch as tender Fathers ſhed, 


Warm ſrom my aged Eyes deſcend, 
For Joy to think, when I am dead, 
My Son will have Mankind his Friend. 


RECITATIV E.——IsrtAELITE, 


O DEBORAH ! our Fears are o'er, 
Proud SISERA is now no more. 


X. 


Our Fears are now for ever fled, 
Our Eyes no more ſhall flow; | 
Swift Vengeance has laid low the Head 


Of our imperious Foe. 


RECITATIVE.. BARAR, 


I ſaw the Tyrant breathleſs in her Tent ; 
Her Arm his Soul to endleſs Darkneſs ſent, 
But ſee, the glad Aſſembly wait to know, 
How thou didſt rid them of fo fierce a Foe; 
Already thou haſt told it me ; 

But the Relation will pleaſe more from thee, 
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JAEL. 


When from the Battle that proud Captain fied, 
Vengeance divine, to my Pavilion, led 
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The trembling Pugitive; who, pale with Care, 
Beſought me panting to conceal him there: 
Flaming with Thirſt, and Anguiſh in his Look, 
He ask'd for Water trom the limpid Brook. 

But Milk I gave him in a copious Bowl; 

With Ecſtaſy he quaff'd and cool'd his Soul. 
And then, with his laborious Flight oppreſt, 

In ſome few Moments he ſunk down to Reſt. 
Then was I conſcious, Heay'n, that happy Hour, 
Had plac'd the Foe of Jupan in my Power 
The Workman's Hammer and a Nail I ſeiz'd, 
And, whilſt his Limbs in deep Repoſe he eas'd, 


I through his burſting Temples forc'd the Wound, 


And riveted the Tyrant to the Ground. 


A I R. ———-ABtIxX0AM. 
Tyrant, now no more we dread thee, 
All thy Inſolence is o'er ; 
7. tice to thy Ruin Icd thee, 
Tuou art fall'n to riſe no more. 


RECITATIVE.—DrEBORAH; 
If, Jatr, I aright divine, 
When Men hereafter would proclaim, 
All that is noble by one Name, 
O JAEL, they will mention thine ! 


AIR; 


The glorious Sun ſhall ceaſe to ſhed 
His beamy Treaſure from the Skies 
And Merit ſhall be Virtue's Dread, 
Whene'er thy bleſs'd Memorial dies. 


KRECITATIVE: BARA E. 


May Heav'n, with kind Profuſion, ſhed 
Its choſen Joys on IART's Head ! 


AIR, 


( 16 ) 
AIR. 
Low at her Feet he bow'd, he fell, 
And laid in Duſt his haughty Head 
And late Poſterity ſhall tell, | 
That where he bow'd he fell down dead. 


RECITATIVE. — DEBORAH, 


O great JEHovAn ! may thy Foes 


Thus periſh who thy Laws oppoſe. 
But, O let all, who love thy Praiſe, 
And dedicate to thee their Days, 


Shine like the Sun divinely bright, 4 


When forth he marches in his Might, 
To run his radiant Race of Light. 


CH: O R. , 
Let our glad Songs to Heaven aſcend, | 
For JupAn's GOD is Jupan's Friend, 


. DEBORAH, 


O celebrate his ſacred Name, 
With Gratitude his Praiſe proclaim | 


CE H-0--K--V 4 
Hallelujah. 
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